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FRET ACE 


is with the utmoſt diffidence that theſe Poems are offered ; 


to the Public. 1 hey are, merely, the juvenile productions 


0 a female pen. Moſt of them were only intended for the 
amuſement of a ſmall circle of friends—there they met with the 
kindeſt approbation—but, Friends may be partial; and, I fear, 


they far over- rated my little merits. 


Ido not know whether 1 may expect any allowances on ac- 


count of my youth. It i rather uncommon for a girl of: 
eighteen to attempt a diſplay of Literary Talents: and, 1 hope, ; 
when the crities conſider my age, they will not, for ſome 
little incorrectneſs of diction, condemn the whole ack But 1 


ſhall be happy, if the ſenſible and candid think it worth peruſal 5 
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POEMS be 


4 MORNING MEDITATION. 


A I L to the rifing sun! whoſe flaming or, 


Thro' the thick haze, pours the broad beam of day 


Diffuſive and invites the wand' rer forth, 

To taſte the pleaſures of a morning walk; 

And \ with the roſy- finger 4 dawn, to range 
Contemplative,; and view fair N ature” $ works 
With curious eye—Oh! E- be theſe pleaſures mine! 
Delighted, 0 er the verdant lawn, or bill 

Steep of aſcent, I take my devious ie 


As curioſity and fancy lead : 


Oc, 


E 
Or, by the fide of Kent's flow winding ſtream 


Trace the Creator 8 hand. There s not a wave 


That, lucid, rolls upon the pebbled-bed 


With tuneful lapſe, but ſings Jenovan' 8 praiſe. 
To the ſoft notes, the feather d choir reply 
With harmony melodious : the gay fry 


That ſport within the boſom of the flood, 
Diſplay their glitt ring ſcales to the bright beams 
q . That gild the waves, in adoration mute. 

Sweet ſmell the op ning ; flow rs; the yellow corn 
Waves low to him, whoſe great creating band 


Form d the wide univerſe: all Nature j Joins. 


| The choral tribute of exalted praiſe. 
Mark but the ſmalleſt inſet, whoſe bright wing 
Plays i in a the funny ray ; ; 'tis perfect form' d, 
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And has its organs fitted to its Rate. 


Behold the tuneful race that haunt the. grove, - 
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5 Or ſpread their plumage in the realms of air; 


On feather d pennons, light upborn, they riſe, 
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In balance poiz'd; and with repeated ſtrokes 
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Cleave the aerial fluid. See the tribe 
Of quadrupeds, that range the verdant earth, 
From the ſmall mouſe, to the huge elephant; 
=. 3 With eyes caſt on the ground they ſeek their bod 
7 Whilſt Man, the laſt and greateſt of Gov! 8 works, 
W ith countenance erect, looks up to Heay' n, 
And views the planetary worlds that roll. 
: Inceſſant in their orbits. The pale moon 
: Revolving round the earth; with courſe inclin' d, 
| Now half enlighten d, now a brilliant globe 
Ruling the varied tides. Bold fancy wings 
: Her flight to Nature 8 verge, the diftant realm 
; Where Saturn reigns, encompaſt by his moons : : 
Or one ſtep 1 nearer to the center, ſees. 
Jopiter with his ſatellites ſurrounded. 
Fierce Mars, the Earth, Venus and Meroury, 
| Around the glorious orb of day revolve 


Ia beautcous regularity. But hold— 


Check, check thy flight, my muſe; nor dare to ſoar | 
So much above thy ſphere—Yet there's one theme, 5 
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One lofty theme, as far ſurpaſſing all 


As infinite does finite—that exalts 


The poet's lay, nor ſhall be left unſung. 
£88 the great mercy of a gracious Gon, 
Who gave his only Sox to ſave mankind 


From ſin, from death, from hell! Where now, 0 grave, 


7 by victory; and where, 0 death! thy ſting? 


The deepeſt ſtains of fin are waſh” d away 
_ By a Redeemer' s. blood. The holy gates 
of Paradiſe are e open d. See! he mounts— : 
5 The everlaſting doors lift up their heads ; * 
While all the Hoſt of Heaven, with loud acclaim, | 


And ſongs of Gigi bail the King of Glory. 


„ EVENING. 


-7 'E LC OME, feet ev ning! in ind glories clad, 


When Photbus' parting | beams their radiance caſt, 
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Gilding the weſtern clouds. The tops of tow' rs 


Yet catch the falling ray. The ſwallow ſpreads. 
His gliſt ning wings. and lightly Kims the air, 


Nor to the ſurface of the ſtanding pool 


Deſcends. The cooling zephyr now expands 
His painted plumes, and fans a gentle breeze: 
The pure, tranſparent ether plads the eye 
With azure brightneſs, which the chryſtal ſtream 
. Reflects more lovely i in its filver wave. _ 
Now, from the ſummit of this rifing hill, 
What broſpects open to my view! the woods, 
The meads, the vallies, the meand” ring fireams, 
The flocks, the herds, the little rural cots, 
The ruſtic farms, appear on ev "oy fide: 
_ Each object, as retiring from the view, 
5 Looks leſs, and mingles with the ambient air: 
Dull night ſeems loath to mount her i iron car, 
And cloud ſo fair a ſcene; till fore” d, at length, 


To wheel her ſwift nockurnal race, ſhe hides 


The enchanting view in | darkneſs from our fight. 5 
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TRUE HAPPINESS. 


O OK round this earthly habitable globe, 
Which Heav' n has deſtin' d for the ſcat of man; 4 


Survey its beauties, and conſider well, 


If lach a world, ſo exquiſitely fram'd, 

Could be ordain' d by Heay' n for the abode 
Of. miſery and pain #F: Why has the hand 

i of laviſh Providence diffus'd around 

On it ſuch objects of. delight ? Why fill d 

| The whole Creation with lach bliſs and } joy! * 

Why, but for man! that be. might Qill rejoice 
And praiſe the great Creator of the whole. ; 


Thus, to enjoy the bleſſings he has ſent, 


Is virtue and obedience: to reject 


Is ignorance, | or worſe than 1 ignorance, 


Abſurd perverſeneſs. Goodneſs infinite 
Is the beneficent and endleſs ſource 


Of all exiſtence : for, the nat'ral bent 
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Of ev'ry being that's endow'd with reaſon, 


From the high order of enraptur'd ſeraphs, 


Down to the loweſt, meaneſt rank of men, 


Is to ariſe inceſſantly from good [0:9 


ce To better till, and better thence again 


« In infinite progreſſion !” for they all, 
By Providence, have faculties aſſign d 
F or all the various orders of delight. 
'T he true epjoyments of the human ſoul | 
: Do not conſiſt in riot: a but, whoe er 
| Would taſte. true happineſs, muſt ain adore 
The! high perfe&tions of his great Creator ; 
Expreſs good- will towards his fellow-creatures; 
Cultivate inward rectitude, and ſtrive 
To: imitate his Saviour thro' his Life. 
A foul thus fraught with happineſs, becomes 
The brighteſt emanation of its God. 


From all a rev rend awe his looks command— 
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ODE e Apvikar RODNEY's VICTORY, 


APFRTYL T7 12th, | 1782. 


\ ODDESS of Vieory, my verſe inſpire, 

Let thy bright beaming ray, 
Direct my untaught lay, 

Ane fill my riſing ſoul with thy celeſtial fre. 
1 ſee thee come, triumphant maid! 
The laurel round thy head entwin d 
Thy limbs in ſhining ſtcel array a. 
Expreſſive of thy martial mind. 

What vet” ran warrior lead ſt thou by the hand? 


'Tis Ropyxey! beaming peace on Britain 5 land. 


Were our Commanders all like thee, - 
Oh Rodney! we ſhould quickly ſee 


The white-rob d goddeſs on our plains deſcend, 
And war no more our country's s breaſt ſhould rend. 


Brave 


— ä — | 


* 


* 


Brave Hoop ! and warlike DRAKE ! to you 


Your country” 8 warmeſt thanks are due; 


And ArrLECK' 8 merits equal riſe to view | 


While you with ardour ruſh' d to meet, 
The proud, inſulting Gallic fleet, 

Old Neptune rais'd bis hoary head, 
Out of his Thetis ſea-green bed, 


And with bis trident he your ſhips impel] d 
: Towards the enemy: your fails were ſwell'd 
5 At his command, ; great Vulcan alſo leaves 


His native element, and ſeeks the briny waves. 


The FoxMiDABL claims his care; 


His power r's diſplay” d moſt amply chere; ; 
Swifter than thought he does her guns ſupply, 


At each broadfide an hundred 3 die. 


And now, Minerva ſpreads her meld 
0 er Rodney, and makes Gallia yield. 
No longer now the cannons roar; 


Bellona's voice is heard no more. 
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But tho' the victory's gain'd, 
One loſs we have ſuſtain'd ; 
The ever brave, and gallant Bayne! 


Alas! is number'd with the flain. 


His Prove, to future ages, | fame ſhall bear; „ 


And mem 7. o' er his tomb, ſhall drop a tear. 


And thou, orbit amd! ever bold and brave! 
| Thou, MANNERS ! ſhalt not have 3 an unwept grave— ; 
Forget, my muſe, ſuch diſmal themes to fing, | 
And upwards take thy flight, on joy's bright wing, 
Exaltin g Rodney's name, and Rodney's King, 14 

Great George! beneath whole mild, auſpicious reign, 
May peace and plenty glad each happy plain 
- af Albion' 8 ine, ſurrounded * the main. 
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'Th PARTING FRIENDS. 


18 F riendſhip calls! and hall the muſe be dumb? 


No- let her raiſe her tuneful voice to Heay' n, 


And dos the facred theme! But ſoft, methinks 
She weeps, and none but plaintive accents fall 
From her harmonious tongue—Oh ! ſay, dear maid! 
What mean thoſe tears? Alas! replies the muſe, 
5 Theſe eyes juſt now beheld two faithful friends, 
Whom ſympathy of ſoul had lately link'd 
In flow ry bands, parted by adverſe fate, 
The mournſul tear ſtarting 1 in either eye, 
The trembling ſtep, the voice nigh choak' d with obs, 
All, all foretold a long, a ſad farewell, 
Now turn thine eyes to yonder lime- tree 5 ſhade, 
| There, ſee Avguſtys! fav rite of the Nine! 
Stretch' d on the graſs, and loſt i in anxious thought: 
Behold his lorrows! he has loſt a friend! 


Scarce had I turn'd, when, cifing from the ground, 
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(48 
He ſpoke—and now let none diſdain to hear 
The ſacred verſe, to friendſhip conſecrate, 


Which thus expreſs'd his ſoul's true ſentiments— 


And art thou gone? companion of my — 


1 now may tell my ſorrows to the air, - 


And weep in (olitede—Alte | no more 


Can I depoſit in thy n heart, 
T he Painful ſecrets of my Woe- fraught breaſt: 
Se No more the tale of 3j joy to thee impart, 
Which wont to make thee glad—Oh ! ! my dear Hour ] 


No more hall | with thee, excurſive range 


| With converſe ſweet, making the tedious way 


Seem ſhort and pleaſant, as we erſt have done, 


When we beguil d the time til night came on, 


And | in her fable liv ry rob d the earth. 
But what will my complaints avail | ? Will they 
Fetch back my friend ?—No—Duty bids bim g0; 


His King and honor call, and chide his 7. 


Then 


O er the gay fields, cloath' d i in ſoft ſummer” J pride, . / 


Domeſtic cares be all my joy. 


( 19 


Te SINCERE 


In ſtudy and retirement. 


Come, my faculties invade; | 

Let my ſoul he full of i thee 35 
From gay ſcenes of riot free. 

In | cities let me ne'er reſide, 

The haunts of folly and of pride ; 


But while domeſtic cares employ, 


) 


Then fly—and, Oh! may angels hover round, 
While health, content and joy attend thy ſteps. 


| RAN * kind Heay" n q | this only pray rs. 


"Be rom buſy crowds remove me far; ; 


| And let my youthful Days be ſpent. 


A Pere THOUGHT, ſweet lovely maid! 


C2 


WISH. 


Let 


1 


Let reaſon all my paſſions guide, 
And o'er each thought and act prelide ; 
Teach me to live; and, ſtill more high, 


Inſtruct me, quite reſign'd, to die. 


u rA 


AM bleſt with content—fay, ye ſervants of pride! 
Who flaunt at the park, or the ring, 


While our oft barmleſs pleaſures with ſcorn you a deride, 


Does your folly more e bring? 


In the ſpring, when bright Flora begins to appear, 
When the lilac and oft bluſhing broow, 


With the crowfoot, and hyacinth uſher the year, 


And all N ature appears i in her bloom. 


When 
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When the trees juſt begin to EOS us a ſhade, 
And the green- -bladed corn o lade the fields, 


When the turtle i is building her neſt i in the glade, 


Fach —.— freſh þ happineſs yields. 


When bright Sol 0 er our heads darts his hot gleaming rays, 
And the graſs is parch' a up by his heat, 

When the ſhepherd his pipe tunes to ſweet rural lays, 
As he fits in the Rady: retreat : 


When thro” thick tufted foliage the ſun can ſcarce peep, 
| Contented 1 ſeek the alcove, 
Where woodbinds and jcſſamines wantonly creep, 


Or walk thro' the ſhadowy grove, 


When the ſpring promis d fruits by rich Ceres are giv n, 
And the apples bang thick on the trees, _ 


1 taſte autumn J bleſſings, and think I'm | in Heay' th. 


When around I fee plenty and peace. 


When 
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Could virtue claim exemption from the grave, 


(22 ) 


When winter comes frowning in whirlwinds and ſtorms, 


Contented I fit by my fire, 


With my conſcience quite free from guilt's heart-piercing thorns; 


Say, what is there more to deſire? 


8 M E N. 


"ROM yonder ſteeple, hark ! the ſolemn bell 


Calls for the friendly tribute of a tear; 
Laſt night my Delia bid the world farewell, 


And flew to meet her Gop without a fear. 


My lovely Delia ſure had never died; 
Heav'n to the fair its choiceſt bleſſing gave, 


A life of innocence, unſtain'd by pride. 


Sweet 
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Sweet charity her youthful boſom warm'd, 


Sorrow ſtill claim d her ſympathetic ſigh ; 


| Her mild benevolence for ever charm d; 


. he tear of feeling often dim d her eye. 


5 F or her. then be the tear of feeling ſhed ! 


Widows and orphans weep ye 0 er her bier! 


Your beſt, your greateſt patroneſs i is dead— 


Who now will lend your griefs a pitying ear? 


Delia was till the friend of the diſtreſt, 


No wand' rer e' er paſt hungry by her door; 


: Glad t o relieve and ſuccour the oppreſt, 


The bear aly guardian angel of the poor. 


2 Oh! then—tho' ſhe i 1s flown to realms of Joy, 


Forbid me not to weep upon her tomb; 


Dull forrow well may dim the widow" 8 eye, 


| Orphans may well lament her early doom. 


CUNNINGHAM. 
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OW pleſt, and how happy were I, 
Might I live a calm paſtoral life ! 


How ſwiftly the minutes would fly, 


Free from hurry or buſt, or E. 


Deep i in ſome lone thadowy vale, 


Would I chuſe my ſequeſter” d retreat, 


| Where the cowſlip embroiders the dale, 


And the . ſprings under my feet, 8 


Where on one band a thick tufted wood, 


Affords a religious dark gloom; 


| On the Ns a ſoft winding flood - 


Flows, border with bloſſoming broom. 


A houſe with a garden behind, 


Well fene d from the blaſts of the north, : 
Not merely for pleaſure deſign” NY 


Let its uſcfulneſ meaſure its worth. 


Around 


Around the oak frame of my door, 
Let a woodbind its branches entwine; 
A clean homely white ſcoured floor, 


While my windows are crown'd with a vine, 


In ſuch a recluſe, | ſtill retreat, . 
Cantented my days 1 could ſpend, 
Far, far from the haunts of the great, 


With Peace, my companion and friend. 


Contewplation and virtue dwell there, 
And when we relinquiſh our breath, 


Religion and faith will draw near, 


And diſpel all the horrors of death, 


Bt ! "where ys Selyneſſe yfleade ? 


Ys ſhe hylte ynne ſome merkie delle? 


* | Her 
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Yenne to the monke” 8 ſcaunte celle 1 yode, 


1 


Her wonne uneathe ys to be redde, 


Where ſhe abydes canne ne wyghte telle? 


I ſoughte her the grene erth attoure; 


Vnne logges, and eke ynne palaces ; 


I ſpeered ynne the ryche manne's bowre, _ 


Botte heie kent nete of ber J wyſſe. 


To ſhepſterre s bordel yenne I ſpedde; ; 


— 


i 11041 1 18 
Vnne hopes vatte there I mote her Hunde, 


Tho' ſhe leng ſyne from thence han fledde, 


A ſwarthe lyche her ill ſtaies ebynde. 


1 thoughte perchaunce the there had beene; 5 


Botte ſyche had never hearde 5 trode, 


Ne vieude her comes Temlykeene.” 


To Loverde' 8 halle 1 bent mie waie ; ; 


The bygger fonge was E to | deeme, 
Vatte uponne pryde her ſhemrynge rate 


Motte ever glaunce the myrke to 1 2] 


Oh 


3 


Oh yenne bereede where ſchall I fynde 
of Selyneſſe the blyſt abode? 
She's nete onne erth, wythe humane kynde, 


Botte ynne the boſome of mie GoDDE. 


W E E * | Senſiblity ! thou heay' ny ſource 
of ev ry heart- felt pleaſure ! deign to med 
T by rays benignant o er thy vot ry 1 mind: 
Oh let me feel thy ſoft congenial ſway! 
; When, guided by thy impulſe, I direct 
| M y trembling ſteps to poor Almeria 8 bed; 
Who, faint and languid, lifts her downcaſt eyes 
5 At friendſhi ip 8 kind conſolatory voice. 
Be thou the loy'd companion of my heart, 


© & Whenc'er 
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Whene'er I join the train of jocund mirth; 


145 . Teach me to feel my pleaſures all enhanc'd 


By ſeeing others happy—Let my ſoul, 


„ Ls Touch'd d by thy hand divine, concordant ſtrike 


Reſponſive to each note of joy c or grief. 


— 
= 


Thou | heay' nly maid ! bleſt be thy magic pow 1 g 


Which. conſtitutes my happineſs on earth : 
Without thee, een the bliſs of Paradiſe 
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Would ſeem but one, infipid, ſtupid ſcene 
of ſullen languor; but, when bleſt with thee, 
See! comfort riſes from the couch of woe, | | 
And with her downy pennons ſhades my breafl— 
Come then; and with thee bring thy milder train 
8 of ſmiling virtues—gentle, calm Content, 
Roſe-tinted Modeſty ; Meckneſs divine, 
Benevolence, and Heav'n-born * 
But chief, thy lovely fiſter Sympathy : | 


She, next to thee, o'er all my mental pow rs 


Tis the alone who makes me ſure to pleaſe 


Shall reign, with gentle, tho with conſcious ſway . 
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To comfort the deſpairing wretch, who ſecks, 8 


( 29 ) 


Wherc'er I go—whether to ſcenes of mirth, 


Where Joys extatic circle all around, 

Bright ning each chearful face with brilliant iniles ; ; 
Or to the untrod floor, and lonely walls 
Of pale affliction; or the ſhatter'd roof 
Of aged poverty, where the thin thatch 
Admits ſtern winter's | e ev'ry place 
"Tis ſympathy alone that welcomes me. 

_ Glad, 1 behold the aged beggar's face 
With pleaſure glow, when, at his mournful ale, 
1 heave a ſigh, or drop the ſilent tear. 
Oh, how my heart expands! whene'er I view 
The poor induſtrious family fit down, 
Bleſt with content, to eat their frugal meal. 
Away with dire ambition' 8 glaring pomp ! 
That only ſuits the mean, ungenerous foul— 
Sweet ſenkbility ! far other bliſs | 
| Belongs to thee— tis thine, alone, to booth 


With ſoft melifluous voice the bed of death ; 


Raſhly, 
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Raſhly, to rid himſelf of tedious life; 


To ſmooth the rugged brow of ſullen care, 
And make een ſorrow wear the ſmile of Joy. 
Bereft of thee, how loſt were wretched man! 
How dark his paſſage thro! this vale of cares! 
But thy foul- cheering ray will guide him rhro 
The dark abyſs of miſery and woe, 
< Where no light ſhines, ſave thine—Say, without ive: 
Oh! what would, e en, religion 8 pow'rs avail ? 
Bleſt with thy influence, we doubly feel 
| For our dear Saviour 5 ſufferings ; ; who for us 
And for our fins, left his celeſtial throne 
And ſeraph reign, to ſojourn here on earth. 
| Behold him now extended on the croſs ! 
His hands and feet with rugged nails are pierc d— 
- From his gor a ſide, ſee! blood and water flow! 
Oh! in the * of faith, 1 ſee him now 
My Lonp! my Savious! as he died for me. 
Hail to the Lau of Gop! who, villing, bore. 


. he burthen of our fins: : bis love to man 
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Is inexpreſſible! This is the field 
Where ſenſibility may freely range— | 
Oh! 'tis too much—the glorious ſcene J too much, 


For the fond feelings of the grateful heart. 


On FRIENDSHIP. 


"AIL Friendſhip! gen rous, ſocial pow' r, 


| Soft ſoother of each anxious hour; 3 


By thee our paſſions are refin' d, 


Our ſympathizing hearts entwin d. 


Bleſt with a friend, life glides away, 
Like one continued bliſsful day 
Of love and joy, of hope and peace, 


And happineſs that cannot ceaſe. 
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A friend ſhould feel a friend's diſtreſs, 


And ſhare in ev'ry woe or bliſs; 


My lovely Fair-one, may be thee. 


; Spread univerſal glainefe—now no more 


Shall thy ſweet vaarblings ſooth the lite ning ear 


F ree from all care, thou ſleep' ſt to wake no more. 


8 


Heav'n grant that faithful Friend to me, 


On the DEATH * 4 CANARY BIRD. 


DIE 1 thou once fair tenant of the ſhades, 


| Whoſe thrill tun 4 ſong, « 0 er e ry face and heart | 


With ſweeteſt concord now no more reſounds 
The lofty parlour with thy well- tun 4 notes ; ; 
In lovely harmony out-vying far 

: The ſoft ſpinnet, or the love-breathing flute. 


No more ſhalt thou, from T—nh—m' E bounty fed, 5 


Repay her labours with thy ſong; but gone 1 
To endleſs reſt and everlaſting peace, 


ODE 


3 
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| 2 AIL Music! elder ſiſter of the Nine! 


F rom whom they take their Name ; 
Bright ſcientific maid! 
Our ſtrongeſt en thou canſt rule and tame; 
Our vows to thee be paid, 
And all our off rings laid before thy ſhrine. 
| Thou canſt ſet the ſoul on fire, 
: Or gently calm each wild defire: | 
Eben blazing wrath, or fierce 1 ire: 
1 7 85 While thy notes narmonious roll, 
They Goftly g ſeize the melting ſoul, 
Drive ev ry anxious thought away, | 


Pour on the clouded mind a brilliant day, 


And make eden fell deſpair enjoy a chearful ray. 6 
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ELIGHTFUL Levens! in thy park” J calm ſhade, 


For ſilent ſtudy and retirement made, 


Oh! may 1 wander careleſs and wilect 


And view the wood-crown'd ſlopes enrob'd in green. 
Beneath umbrageous oaks the cattle graze, 

The filver ſtream, in many a winding maze, 
F lows. thro' his rocky banks, whoſe moſs-grown ices, 


Mi beautify d by the refreſhing tides. 


The drooping alders vending, try to laye 


Their humble branches i in the Mining wave. 


The herds of tim' rous deer affrighted fly, 


Whene' er they ſee a human form draw nigh. 


Where a wide av nue opens to the light, | 
WrrTBARROW Scarr emerges on the Gght ! 15 
Tremendous rock! whoſe tall and rugged fide 


Seems a huge pile of ruins: ſeatter'd wide, 
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Oer many an acre of uncultur'd land, 

It thews the work of an 1 Almighty hand. 

Now, thro” the thick- grown wood [ take my way, 

shelter d from Phoebus by the poet's bay. 

This cok; tha laurel by the conq'rer wore, 

The ſpreading beech, the lofty ſycamore, 

The waving poplar, and the willow low, 
The aſh, that loves in rocky ſoil to grow, 

With hawthorn mix'd, form an embow'ring grove 
OTE unten eng and linnets warble love. . 


In ancient times, in ſuch deep ſhades as theſe, 


| The Druids liv d in innocence and eaſe, 


And taught mankind to fear the gods above, 
While piety Aill ſpar'd che holy g grove. 
No ſounding a axe was thro the foreſt heard, 

Fol or ev ry trec was facred and rever'd : 

In hollow caves the hoary-headed train 

Studious retir d, nor fought the buſy plain; 3 
Their food luch fruits as Nature deign d to bring, 


Their drink the water from * pal ſpring; 
EY While 


(56 


While Philomela warbling from her neſt, 
Lull'd them at night with plaintive notes to reſt. 


But ſoon as luxury 8 rapacious hand 


Had ſeiz d for prey the loft, unhappy lund, 
Prone ſunk the ſhades, at ev' ry fatal iroke 


Each ſage clings faſter round his fav' rite oak: . 
But not the rev'rence due to holy age 
| Could ſave them from the more than brutal rage 10 1 | 
Of dase men, by thirſt of lucre fr d, . 3 1 
But more by barb rous s policy inſpir d. 
The good old ſeers, grown deſperate X life, 
Calmly reſign'd their breath, beneath the knife 
Of ſome fell murd' rous wretch; yet, oft the ſwain 


Who at deep midnight quits the open plain, 


| And ſeeks. the ſtall receſſes of the wood, 
Feels an unuſual horror chill his blood ; 


His hair ſtarts up an end With ſecret dread, 


Tin burſting from hats filent turf-grown bed, ; 
He ſees the Druids' ſprites i in order ſtand, 


All rob'd in white, each with a ſilver wand; 
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Then, ſeiz'd with fear, he takes to ſudden flight, 
Nor dares to look upon their myſtic rite. 
Forgive me, Levens, that chus long I've Array d, 
By fancy led, that dear, deluſive maid ! 

And by her to more diſtant ſcenes convey Qs: 

Thy pleaſing beauties ſoon ſhall call me home, 
No more uy wild ideas thus ſhall roam, 

Thy ancient hall, a venerable pile, 


That at our modern frruQures ſeems to ſmile ; 


5 ae en a buſy town, 
Commands my awe z and next thy garden is, | 
Where the rich perfumes ſcent the ambient air ; 
5 Where the plain lily by the tulip grows, 

The modeſt violet by the blooming roſe ; 
Thy wilderneſs that flow! ring chrubs adorn, 
: T be foft Laburnum, and the Indian Thorn; 5 


The Piracantha and Arbutus here, 


Join" d with the Sea- born Goddeſs plant, appait 2 


The 
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; 6 57% OWE bright- plum'd goldfinch, warbling from yon ſpray, 


Delights us with his ſweetly-tuneful lay! 
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Pleas'd I could liſten to the charming ſong, 
Till night, with ſober pace, ſtealing along, 


5 


Came onward. cloth'd in robes of graveſt hue, 


And hid the whole creation from my view. 
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8 Uh HE Flowers, which from you 1 taely took, 


In all the pride of beauty bloom d this morn, 
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But now, they wither'd, pale and faded look, 


No more : they ſeem my boſom to adorn. 
When i in the garden freſh I ſaw them blow, b 
1 thought them worthy of a nobler was; , 1 


I plac' d them in my breaſt, there bid them glow, 


And ſhew'd them to the world with pride elate. 75— 
Ls VVV My 11 From 
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From native element reluctant drawn, 
No more they hail the ſun's returning ray; 
No more they greet the roſy-finger'd dawn, 


But hang their ban wither TO" S 


Thus, fome fair nymph, who, bleſt with youth and health, 


Long mov d the charmer of the peaceful vale, 


Unwilling dragg' d to che abodes of wealth, 


Quits the calm country, and commences Belle. 


To unaccuſtom'd ſcenes of riot led, 


In faſhion's 8 vortex for a while the moves, 


But ſoon the roſes fro om her checks a are fled, 


No more the j joys of blooming, health he Proves. 


Then grant, Oh Gov! that I may lang enjoy 


The peaceful bleſlings of an humble life; 


F rom the gay world for ever let me fy, 


And quir the ſeenes of folly, noiſe and ftife, 
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4 TRUE $TORY. 


Me. pen (hall now implore no Muſe's aid, 


To fell the pompous line ; ; but pale diſtreſs 


And black- rob'd melancholy ſhall inſpire, 2 


And with a pleaſing languor crown my verſe, : 


While * truth with orrow tells the tale, 


Bleſt with an only child, a daughter fair, 


Ruflicius paſt his days, retir 4 from noiſe, | 


„ ar in the boſom of the woody wild,” 8 


10 Where peaceful folitude and calm content 


Smil' a on bis ev ning hours—yet had he known 


The gay allurements of a flat ring world; 


Had, liv d amidſt the buſy haunts of men, 


And ſhar' d the pleaſures of ſociety : 
But now, the light purſuits: of youth thrown by. 
His greateſt happineſs, and only wiſh, 


Was to improve his dear Paſtora 8 FORE 3 


To 


E 


To cultivate each riſing virtue, and, 


Each ſpark of genius, with paternal care. 

His tenderneſs Paſtora well repaid 
Bt With filial piety and kind regard. 

Theſe happy hours, alas! too ſoon were o'er ; 
| For, wand ring near their little rural cot, 


Mercator ſaw the fair—he faw, and loy' FR 


And, crown'd with fmiling fortune's richeſt gifts, 


Soon after fought her hand. Mercator” 8 foul 
Glow d not with ſentiment: in commerce train 'd, 
No other ſcene * life he ever knew. | 

| She, in obedience to her father's 8 win, 


Bound faſt the knot, which only death can looſe. 


Now, with her huſband, the prepares to quit 


Her native land, and thoſe dear, bliſsful ſhades, 

Where, bleſt with ſweet content, and free from care, 

She paſt the happy days of infancy. 

The parting hour is come —a ſad farewell 
| She takes of all around, and caſts a look, 


A long, laſt, wiſhful look! on the calm ſpot 


j 


Endear'd 
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Endear'd to her by every tender tie. 
A greater woe, alas! is yet to come 
Torn from her aged parent's fond embrace, 
When now the cloſing hour of life draws on, 
She dreads to leave him 85 ſtranger s care: 
She bathes him with her tears her Bite ty d tongue 
Refuſes, for a while, to ſpeak ESY woe 
At length, with tender look and trembling voice, 
She thus pours forth the ſorrows of her ſoul. 
Oh thou! the much- loy' d author of my life! 
; For whom my beating heart nigh burſts my breaſt, 
How can 1 leave thee? when thy waning years 
| Claim me as ty ſupport; thy only ſtay— 
Leave thee for ever! Oh! it ſhocks my foul— 
Bur, my fad heart, foreboding, fays 1 ne'er 
Shall ſee my aged father s face again; ; 
Hear his lov d voice, or feel his kind embrace. 
Here ceas 'd the fair —Rufticius lifts his eyes, 


And fixes them on her , bedew' d with tears 2 


And while his breaſt with tender ſorrow was: 


Endeavours, 


ks * . * : 7 n bats 5 ee x _ EET an 
5 7. ENG Ree TM He a — 7 Sy.” . , aero 
IEEE ESI ee xt OBE re AL. Phe . "Er Ray 
T — 


6 


Endeavours, thus, to chear the mourner's woes 


Be calm, my deareſt child ! the watchful eye 
Of Providence divine 1s on us all ; 
The innocent are Heav' n's s peculiar care : 
T hen, dread not thou to eros the trackleſs ſeas; F 
P or, from the torrid to the frigid zone, ny 
The ame protecting God with juſtice reigns ; ; 
And if it be his will, that 1 ſhould leave 
This rranlitory life, to reſt 1 in Peace, 
g Why ſhouldſt thou grieve, that the Almighty Hand 
Shortens the number of my fins, and calls 


Mie to the bleſt abodes of love and joy? 


Lull each repining thought within thy breaſt, 


And murmur not at Heay' ns all- wiſe decrees. 
He ſtop.—for now the fleeting time admits 
of only one embrace before they part. 

The veſſel ſpreads her fails, and ſeeming proud 
To bear 10 rich a treaſure, ſwiftly cleaves 

The foaming furge, and bears her ſafe to land. 


: Th' unwholeſome climate, where thick brooding fogs 


F 2 Or 
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Or peſtilential vapours taint the air, 

Affects her tender frame; - and now ſhe droops, 
A victim to diſeaſe yet, e' er ſhe falls 72 
Into the boſom of the ſilent grave, 

An infant ſees the light; born premature, 
But like for life ; an helpleſs, orphan babe, 

Depriv'd of a fond mother's tender care: 
For, worn by ſickneſs, ſhe has hardly time | 

To recommend it to protecting Heaw " EW 

5 vet, eer the dies, ſhe calls her weeping. lord, 


| Who now y feels ſorrow touch his melting foul, 


| As thus, with low and falt 108; voice ſhe ſpoke— 


: Say, wilt thou hear, and grant my laſt requeſt ? 
When I; am 1 dead, embalm my breathleſs corpſe, ; 
And to my native country ſend this clay, 
T0: be i interr di in wy dear father 8 ſight: Fay 
Bat, Oh! 1 pray thee, ſend him word before; 
And write in all the ſofteſt, tend' reſt terms, | 
: Humanity can dictate to thy thought. 


I can no more—I go to meet my God — 


JH} 


Struck aum with fora: for s while he ſtands _ 
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There fled th' angelic ſpirit to the ſky, 

To join, with choirs of angels, in the ä 

Of the Almighty Maker of the world. 

Mercator haſtens now to gratify 

: Her lateſt wiſh, and ſends her father word 
: That he, per ſuch a hip, would ſoon receive 

His daughter's body—Strange ! unfeeling heart! 

What—couldſt thou find no terms but thoſe of trade, 
To tell | Ruſticius of Paſtora 8 death <5 Te 

Yet eben this letter, cruel as it was, FFF 
: Some wicked | demon in tercepted, and 
Entomb 4 its bearers | in the watry grave. 

Fraught with her clay- cold corpſe, the thip ſers il 

— For Albion: $ iſle; and ſoon; too ſoon, arrives. 

T he buſy porters on the crowded” quay 
_ Wait for their loads—they bear che woes fraught cheſt, 
Which holds her body, to ber father's houſe. 
Good Heav' ns! what horror ſeizes on this: foul, 


When he beholds his daughter' 8 breathleſs corpſe. . 


VUnmov'd, 


Unmov'd, nor feels the keenneſs of diſtreſs, 
Of woe unutterable—all his hopes | | 
Blaſted at once, he lifts his Janguid eyes 
To Heay' n, as if he thought that Heav'n unjuſt: 
Then claſps his daughter s body in his arms, 
Thinks her alive, and talks as if the was: 
But ſon returning Wees Caine her ſex.” 
And bids him pay the laſt {ad duties to 
The dear remains of his beloved child. 


He ſtrews the corple with flow rs, Prepares a grave, 


| There he inters her, and erects 2 tomb, 

Inſcrib'd, | as thus his bleeding heart 8 
Stop, traveller, whoe' er thou art, and pay 

The tributary tear to ſorrow due 

The clay o'er which this monument is rais d. 
Was once the ſhrine where ey ry virtue dwelt: 
But far above the reſt, | conſpicuous ſhone | 

True filial piety—to that ſhe fell 


An early kacrifice—but, ſure, ſuch worth 


Muſt 


EF I 
Muſt not lie bury'd in the filent grave! 
No—ſhe is only freed from worldly cares; 


And fleeps in death, to riſe to life eternal, 


On the LAKE * WINDERMERE. 


TA $ T E, airy Tung) ! and aff my long; ; 

' To thee each thought poetic muſt belong: 

| Whilſt led by thee I tune the ſoften d lay, 
WINDERMERE, Pleas'd, ſhall own thy magic ſway. 
: That beauteous lake! whoſe charming proſpects ſhew, 5 
In varied lichte, as thou doſt bid them glow. 
And lo! attentive to her ſuppliant $ pray r, 
T he goddeſs, Sviftly, cleaves the ambient air: : 


5 Drawn by ſix harneſs' d griine, ſee! ſhe rides; 3 


Di monds and Gpphires deck her chariot des ; ; 


The 


( 48 ) 


The laughing loves around her perſon play, 


And ſpread their plumage to the ſunny ray : 


The goddeſs' felf, in painted veſt array'd, 
Has, o'er. her head, Thaumantia 's bow diſplay'd, 


Whoſe changing ſhades, preſented to the fight, 


| Diſplay rich lcenes of variegated light. 
; Here, the Full purple tint imperial glows; 


There, blooming luftre emulates the roſe ; 


The edges slick ning with the hue of day, 


In golden beams reluctant melt away : 
With hair looſe floating, and diſorder 4 mein, th 


swift from her car ſteps the fantaſtic queen : 5 


Were ne'er, fave to the eye of thought reveal d: 

Her left an ebon wand, whoſe magic power 
Varies the face of Nature ev ry hour oh 

Tranſports the lively foul to realms unknown, 

Or wafts thi ideas 0 er each diſtant zone. 

Bleſt with imagination 8 ſubtle fire 55 


- feel the goddeſs all my foul inſpire : 


Her right hand holds a book, whole leaves cloſe feal's 


I range, 


1 


[ range, with her, o'er each Arcadian ſcene, 

The waving wood, and primroſe- dimpled green: 
| But all ideal beauties diſappear, 

When, once, compar d with lovely Windermere. 
Here, bounteous Nature holds her rural court, 
Where the delighted Graces all reſort. 

F orgive, Oh Muſe if I attempt to paint 


Thoſe proſpects, where the boldeſt tincts prove faint. 


Firſt, from Lowe Wood, rel the watry plain 
Caſt your pleas' d eye, and view the wide domain 


Were all the faireſt of the Naiads reign: 3 
| Mark the rich luftre of each golden ray, 
When, on the curling waves, the ſun beams play. 
The cooling zephyrs now their wings expand, | 
5 We hoiſt our fails, and leave the leſſening land: 
See, 0˙ er the gentle flood the veſſel dance, 
As ſwift ſhe cleaves the liquid wide expanſe : 
Wantonly gay. her milk-white ſides ſhe laves, | 
And gladly kiſſes the tranſlucent waves: 
8 
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As now, more diſtant from Lowe Wood he flies, 
What pleaſing proſpects ſtrike our raviſh'd eyes ! 
The White Houſe peeping thro' the tufted grove, 


The riſing mount, and bowliog- green alcove 17 


While, in perſpective, diſtant bills ariſe, 


Whoſe airy ſummits ſeem to touch the ſkies, 
Now, Bowxkss comes in light, turn round and. ſay, 


1f with indiff” rence, vou can well ſurvey 


The ſcene, where Nature's greateſt charms unite, 


To form ſuch mingled hues of ſhade and light, 
That cen 1 the pencil of | a Claude muſt fail— 
How little, here, would all his art avail! 

＋ he dark ſlope interſpers d With broken rocks, 
The verdant meadows, and the flcecy flocks; 3 
The iſle where winter hardly dares appear, 

i; But ſpring eternal bloſſoms thro? the year : * 
The bold rotunda, full before us bed. 

By ſituation, more than dle, is grac'd ; 


And while the ſcenes | a double beauty wear, 


We ia the Architect who rais'd it there. 


4. 


* 


How pleatant, on the ſurface of the lake, 


With hook and line, the ſcaly fry to take! 
Dear ſport! congenial to the penſive wind, 
To ſoft idens, and 2 foul refin d: 
Where, gazing. on the wonders of the deep, | 
We dall each. wild, tumultuous, thought to lleep. 
Reader, forgive, if fancy tir'd, omits. 
Some ftriking beauties, and the leſs forgets; 
8 Benevolence will furely intervene, 


And overlook the « errors of eighteen, 


01 how the orient | morning. ſweetly lights 


And gilds, with yellow beams, the monntain tops ; 


While 0 on the eaſt, the brown projecting rocks 
© + See 


The weſtern fide of Keswick' 8 beauteous vale 4 
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Studed with iſlands of perpetual green; 


4 


Caſt a dark ſhade; majeſtically grand! 


Purpling the dale beneath; thro' which, the lake 


| Spontancous rolls along his filver tide. 


Where ſhall the eye find reſt, in this wide ſcene 


Of beauteous horror? where tht 0 'crhanging cliff 


Threatens with. ruin, all who are lo bold, 


To paſs beneath his darkly, low' ring brow. 


Here, mountains pil d on mountains, meet the view, 
Vpon whoſe cloud-envelop'd heights, the bird, 
Sacred to mighty Jove, her aery builds. 

The roaring water, down the rocky ſteep, 

Ruſhes impetuous, with refiſtleſs force; 


| Now daſhing on the broken crags, it foams 


And rages with redoubled violence : 


Now, falling i in wide ſheets from . to rock, 
55 Tin tumbling down ſome ragged precipice, f 


5 It gains the bottom of the dale below ; 


Then j Joins the ſhining flood, and gently flows. 
Behold the ſurface of the chryſtal lake, 


Within 


89 
Within whoſe ſhady woods, the feather'd choir 
Chant their ſweet ſongs, nor r dread the arts of man. 


The halcyon here, recluſe, ſequeſter'd bird, 


Spreads her bright plumage to the view of Heay' n: 


Here, living groves of the Dodonean tree, 
Shade above ſhade, climb the adjacent hills ; = 

Upon whoſe des, the yellow waving corn, 

A noble contraſt forms to the dark oaks, 

And charms the fight with golden brilliancy. 

All round this lovely ſcene, the mountains raiſe 
Their ſpiry heads above the ſwelling clouds 
- That reſt upon their ſhoulders, and, ſometimes, 
Driv'a by the winds with rudeſt violence, 9 
Againſt their fellow clouds with fury daſh. 

Here, the god Eolus his empire holds, 

In hollow Caves, and here he reigns ſupreme : : 

'Oft times his bluſt ring ſubjedts iſſue. forth 

With deaf ning roar, from ſome wide cavern 8 mouth, 


And make mock thunder echo thro! the rocks: 2 


E/ their breath, the turbid lake 


* 
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So 
Swells high in heaving waves, and boldly threats 


The banks which ſtop its furious mad career 3 


Horror magnificent ! how ſhall I paint 
The majeſty and grandeur of the ſcene? | 


M,yv pen's unequal to the taſk—I top. 


IMPROMPTU, en 4 PILE of RUINS. 


\ L L-conq ring. Time! who ſhall, ungriev'd, behold 
The devaſtations of thy ruthleſs hand 3 


89. what ſo ſtrong, as may thy force withſtand? ? 


O er all the earth thy might ! is told. 


Where now the ſumptuous domes, that rear'd their heads 
As if they would thy pow” r defy? 
” Alas! all levell'd with their moſſy beds: 


No 0 more th' aſpiring columns Res the ſky, 


hy „„ But funk i in duſt they ruin'd lie. 55 
1 The 


18 
The ivy-mantled tow'r, where now I ſtand, 
Was « once a mirth-reſounding hall; 
But now, an uſcleſs heap of mould” ring wall ; 
» 1 It droops beneath time 8 keen corroding hand, 
TH Ah! what avails i its former tate? 
Its broken portals, once ſo ay, 
75 A melancholy tale relate, 9 
And ſeem to mourn their own decay. 
5 The roof, that echo'd to the notes 
of mirth and joy. no more reſounds 
| Aoght, but the dull and horrid ſounds 
Proceeding from the bat and fereech-ow!'s throats. 
F he moat half fl d with ſtones, that fall 
Daily from the ruin d wall : 
: Perhaps to ſome lone room, yet left entire, 
The houſcleſs wretch may oft retire, 
To 0 hide his head from winter' J piercing cold, 
And thicld himſelf from thick deſcending ſows; | 
While at each blaſt of wind that blows N 
Around, the tottering fabric nods, 


Ad threats to cruſh him in his ſecret hold. „ 
P ALEMON 
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if .PATTOUAAL INTERLUDE. 
The STorRY talen frm THOMSON's SE ASONS. 


PALEMON., = LAINIA. 


Lucy, bis fiffer.  FEURYDICE, her mother. 


Scene iſt. A Cottage in a Grove, 


5 Lavinia alone... 
Lav. 1 [ © W ſweet the roſy dawn to me > appears, 
When o er yon diſtant hill the ſun preps forth, 8 
And gilde our ſtraw-thatch'd roof. How pleaſing tis 
55 To hear the lark! riſing on ruſſet wing, 
Utter his chearful notes; 8 while, from rw grove, : 


The little linnet's ſoft, reſponſive fong, 


Charms the unfolding ear—Where' er 1 turn, 


PALEMON a LATENT A; 


Creation's 


/] 
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Creation's beauties, riting to my view, 


Bid me to join with them in praiſe to Heav'n. 
Did I not fee my widow'd mother's tears, 

My ſoul would be one tranquil ſcene of peace: 
1 know no woe, but when 1 heer her voice 


: Nigh choak'd with tears, in mournful accents tell 


Her piteous tale, and then at fate repine. 


: Oh ! could 1 fre her quite reſign'd and calm 


No labour were too hard—T d early. riſe. 


And work all day, then. thankful lay me down 


On the clean firaw, and bleſs kind Providence. 


But ſee! the comes—her lolten 4 looks ſpeak peace 


To my r ent heart, and bid complaints be huſh'd,. 


Enter | Burydice, 
Lav. My venerable parent! on my knees 


I hail your - lov d approach, and bumbly beg 


Ws” gracious benediction. 


Eur. Riſe, my child! 
And may that pow” r, who hitherto has led 
Hu e | Thee 


( $07 
Thee in the paths of truth and innocence, 
Watch over ev' ry action of thy life. 
1 thank my God, that, amidſt all my woes, 


He 8 bleſt me with a comforter like thee. 


Thy fond, afſiduous care, for ever finds 
New objects, to divert my anxious mind. 
Thy ſmiles, ſo full of happineſs and joy, 
Lall each repining thought within my breaſt. 
Yet, one affliction hangs upon me in 5 
Thou know' ſt our little ſtore i is now oonſum d; 
Thou ſeeſt this wither d trunk, theſe feeble limbe, 
Sinking beneath th' infirmities of age— 
| Oh, my Laviniet thou' rt my only ſtay ; ; 
| On thee, for kind ſupport, I muſt nlp, 
= Jaw My mother ! can you doubt my filial zeal ? 
: Name but the way to find you ſome relief, 
And I will fly upon the wings of love: 
7 hink not that any taſk can be too hard— - 


W. ere it to croſs the Alps, with pleaſure, I | 


'F he toilſome journey — would undertake ; 1 


And 


| 59 ) | 


And when the flinty rock ſhould pierce my ; feet, 
Or the keen ſows, dri n by the winds of Heav' n, 


Beat in my ſhiv' ring face — the thoughts of you 


Would warm my heart, and ſmooth the rugged path : : 


Then quickly let me : know your dear commands; pres 


ru execute them, or boil loſe my life. 
Eur. Alas! my love! 1 know thy will i is good, 
But, yet, 1 fear thy fortitude will fail 

Say, if thy Hicit could ſubmit to Join 

The humble train who glean the harveſt fields ? 
Couldit thou, unus d to aught but innocence, 
Bear the rude jokes of the indecent clown 1 

Thy delicacy would be ſhock” d at that | 

Which makes the hoyden laugh ; ; and much I fear, 
Leſt thy ſuperior form ſhould draw the eyes 
Of ſome rich villain, who would ſpare no > pains 
3, To lure thee to bis wicked purpoſes. 
If thou canſt bear, with patience, all theſe ine, 


| Go, ſeek thy wretched mother ſome relics. 


H2 


1 
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To his demeſnes. 11 frajtway follow them. 


C001 ; 


Lav. With joy (and pray'rs to Heav'n to — my ſteps) 


I go—for oft, methinks, I've hedrd you praiſe 
The young Palemon ; and juſt when the dawn 
Began to break, a troop: of reapers paſs'd, 

And aſk'd of me which way the neareſt led 


Fur. Do my 10d child! may Providence divine 


Watch 0 er thee, and return thee to my arms. {E Exit 7 


Lav. All gracious Pow c! in Majeſty enthron' d, 


With pity on our ſufferings. look down— Y 5 
Ves, yes—T feel thou wilt—my heart dilates 


With joy, and each harſh thought is huſh' q in peace. 


Tu 1 
Lav. By Senne plac din humble late, 


II ne er at Heav't n's ; decrees. repine, 
4 2 


= alk. not to be rich, or great, 


Let calm: content and Peace be mine. 


- 1 3 . 
os 4 N 9 J ; 


The rich by fate ſet up on high, 


At trifles fret, and 6gh and pine; 5 
Nature's 


(er 


Nature's chief bleſſings I enjoy, 


While calm eaten and peace are mine. 


; Let other mortals humbly aſk * 
Bleflings at giddy folly's 8 thrive ; ; 
Or in the ſmiles af fortune baſk 


Let calm content and peace be mine. Exit.) 


Gen” 1 OO "The Tyfde of a Hall 


Enter. \Palemon hubie 


4+ 4 +4 + 4 


Pa 1. With Pleaſure I aſk when the morning firſt dawns, 
And walk thro! the meadows, the woods or the lawns; 


No charms that the town can afford are like thoſe 


| Which Nature n in the hawthorn, and roſe. 


I rove with delight e 0 er the flow nog hill, 
: Or fit by the fide of ſable murmuring cill, 
Where a plane-tree, vide ſpreading, affords me a ſhade, N 


And Nature appears in her beauties array d. 


While 


( 62 ) 


While by Providence bleſt with a fpirit like this, 
I envy not thoſe who make riches their bliſs ; 
Since Heav'n has granted a competent ſtore, 


I thank the kind gods, and I aſk for no more. 


My heart | is light as the pure ambient air 

In which 1 breathe ; my foul i is full of; joy, | 
As from this window, pleas'd, I now ſurvey 
The . harveſt crown. my ſpacious bela. 
How many, poor and needy, will that grain. 
Save from the Jaws of famine and di ſtreſs ! 
What pleaſure * tis to ſee the lab'ring hind, 
With chearfulneſs apply himſelf to reap 
His maſter's 8 corn, and gather i in his ſtore, 
Oh bliſs ! to bleſs ſo many—thus to be 


Their guardian god, their father, and their friend. 


Enter Lucy. 
Lucy. Good: morrow to my brother—pleas'd I ſee 


Thine eye, in gratitude, uprais'd to. Heay' n, 


With look divine, expreſs thy inmoſt thoughts : : 


Thi 
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Th' Almighty; ſure, will crown ſuch virtue with 


Each TERRY is in ny pow'r to give. 


Pal. 1 ſhould be bleſt, indeed! would Heay' n but grant 


Acaſto' $ daughter to my earneſt fearch— 
Oh! that were real bliſs ! but wi not be 
| My good old friend! my debt remains unpaid | 
To thee, and much I fear it ever will. 
Ab! ! Luey, badſt thou known that worthy man, 
His gen rous heart, too good for this bad world, 


| Could lee no fellow-creature in diftreſs, 


Without endeay” ring 10 relieve cheit cares. 


Alas | 1 too much he gave—his fortune, ſunk 


| By his beneficence, fell foon to nought, 
And, in a jail, oppreſt by want, he died, 
| Without a friend at laſt to | Cloſe his eyes. | 


Lacy. And ; ae. my deareſt brother, didftr not thou 


F ly to his aid, and pour the healing balm 


of friendly conſolation i in his ſoul ; ? 


Bal. 


( 64.) 


Pal. Oh! my dear Lucy! there's che bitter pang 


That ev'ry minute ſeizes on my heart: TOP 
Alas! 1 little knew, his ad en; 5 
Elſe, friendſhip had outſtrip'd the leeteſt wind, 


And flown to fave him from the Jays of death—. 


_— - 
4 U 4 


Had I but known, 45 en when the parting den 


Hung quiv ring on his clay-cold lips, I roy 
Might have perforny d the duties of a friend ; 
po might have been the bleſt protector of . 
| His weeping widow, and his orphan child: 


And, now fix years have 2 ſince that fad time, 


2 * . 4 £7. + % 
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And all my fond enquiries have been » vain, 


* 


— 


C -4 > 


For their retirement I could never find. 


33 The ways 46 Providence are dark, and bid 1 


F rom mortal eyes; yet, oft when, leaſt we  bope, | 
Some unexpected bleſſing greets our view. f 

Then do not be caſt down—th' Almighty | yet 
May hear your pray rs, and make you happy ail. 


Look at yon reapers, how they ſweat and toil 


nt 


* 


Beneath 
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Beneath the mid-day ſun's hot ſcorching beams, 
And yet, they know no woe—the jocund ſong 
And ſportive tale, make time glide ſwift away— 


Come, 0 and e bappy train. 


Pal With all my heart—the fight of biber 9 joys 
Will hows my drooping ſpirits, and call forth 
My F- warmeſt gratitude to Heav n, | which thas 


Th Has bleſt me with the pow! r of doing good, 


5 * E T. 
Lav | Ler' 8 join the jocund reaper train, 
And baniſh ſorrow, care and pain, 


And welcome peace and Joy 


Pal. See! Innocence and mirth unite, 
T 0 form ſuch permanent delight, 


As never ſure can x cloy. 


Lay Who, that c 'er aw a ſcene like this, 


Would now refuſe to taſte our bliſs . 


T he greateſt bliſs below! 


Pal. 
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Pal. And, ſure our praiſes, we muſt own, 


Are due to Providence alone, 


Who does fach bliſs beſtow. 


„„ II. 


Scene a Field, Keapers. Lavinia following. 


s O N 6. 


1ſt Man. Come, ren, Roger and John, 


Let” 8 go chearfully on, 
And work while the ſun ſhines ſo bright; 


And if Moll, Beſs 4 Bell, 


Win perform their taſks well, 
We ſhall cut all the e corn before night. 


. A T. 0 H. 


: Moll. I've done more than you. 
- Beſs. 5 In m ſure that 8 not true. 


Bell. 1 ve done as ke as both. 


Jane. Nay indeed not you. 


2d Man, 


( 67 ) 


2d Man. What's all that diſpute about? 


Let's mind our work, and not fall out. 


| . en b . 
No diſcord here ſhall ever reign, 
But mirth and j joy ſhall fill the Plain, 
With harmony and love: 
Beauty and innocence and truth, 


Spal make each tender faithful youth, 


Bleſt as the gods. above, 


| „„ s 0 N 0. : 

Lav. Hail, ſpotleſs ſcenes of rural lie, 
Fr re from care, and free from ftrife : : 
Who would not leave the giddy court, 
And to theſe peaceful ſhades reſort ? 


| In our flent moſly cells, Fd 
OC ” Calm content with pleaſure dwells, 


And virtue with a front ſerene ; 


True hogour with exal ted mei n. 8 


Sweet 
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Sweet modeſty, with bluſhing « cheek, 
Hamility, with aſpe& meek ; 
While health here fixes her oY 


And with freſh roſes ſtrews life's road. 


The Reapers and Lavinia retire to the back Part of the Scene. 


Enter Patemon ond Luey. 


Pal. Dear rural Joys! how much to vou 1 — ! 

That thus can ſtill each wild tumoltucus thought, | 
And breathe calm peace and quiet o'er my heart, 
Now all i is buſh'd, and ev ry ruder with 

18 ak 3 in ſoft repoſe—no | more I figh, 

| No more I murmur at the will of Heay' n. . 


Gods! 1 what a glorious ſcene now ſtrikes wy fght— 


Above my head, the vaulted azure 1 


Serene appears, in its celeſtial hue : "BE 
Yon wide canal, like a fine board glaſs, 
Reflects che heavens on its lucid face: : 


| The yellow waving harvoſt crowns the fields, 


The 


( bg; ) 


The hedges round with ſcarlet berries glow, 
All Nature's face a pleaſing aſpect. wears— 
Now let us foll ow, where the voice of mirth 


Invites us on, to join the reaper bud 


: Lucy. Do you walk on; I will but juſt fiep 1. 
And regulate ſome houſhold fall affairs, 
And ſoon will overtake you in the field. Exit. 


| Pal. Hail | happineſs hail innocence and PACs 
How ev v'ry coarſe and homely raftic's 8 face, 

Glows with the vivid bluſh of filing health ! 

But foft—what lovely + female form is chat 5 

She looks, methinks, above the vulgar herd: 

A conſciouſneſs of innate. worth adorns . 
Each lovely feature, while ſweet: modeſty 


Sits on her bluſhing cheek. | Good heay” ns J what x means 
This range emotion in my throbbing breaſt— -_ 
Say—is i it love ? No; that can never bes” 


Love for a ranger? and for one who picks 


The 


— x ů ———ů — — 
RY 2 — * 8 1 — 


. . — . - 


— 


Dn ae. 
3 


1 
og 22 ORs 


SEED DE 


7 — 
e 


670 


The ſcanty refuſe of my harveſt fields: 


But fay=—whiit other paſſion, then, can cauſe 
My heart to fivell and bound ? Is't pity * ? No— 
Pity i is calm and gentle—but I ſee, 

Or think I ſee, in that moſt, charming face, : 
The ſtrongeſt | likeneſs 4 wy noble friend, 
The good Acaſto. Grant, Oh, gracious Heay' 5 
: That this may be his daughter, whom ſo long | 
Tve ſought in vain—but why ſhould L indulge | 
. he fond, romantic wiſh; and vainly hope 

In my own grounds to find that t treaſure, which 
5 89 long 7 ve ; ſearch” d for i in more diſtant lands ? 
vet, fome reſiſtleſs force 1 urges me on; 


At leaſt, to learn her name > and parentage. 


Say, thou fair ftrapger ; who, beneath the garb 
of humble poverty, appear to hide 

A mien more noble than the rural cot 

Could cer produce oh, ay, what ; country claims 


Thy birth ? ? and 8 what lineage thou art ſprung ? 


Lay: 


3 
"np Oh! Sir, 1 no birthright honours can I boaſt, 


A poor, unſriended maiden: but ſince you 
Vouchſafe to aſk, I muſt unfold the whole. 


Ti his is my native land—my father 8 name 


| Acaſto Was. 


- Pa I. Acaſto! gracious God! 


, It is, it is the daughter of my friend! 
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--Oht let me claſp thee i in my longing arms, 


And loſe myſelf ; in overwhelming joy— | 
= I ſhall grow wild with tranſport—Oh, wy Fair! 
How hall I ſpeak my pleaſure, or expreſs. | 

| The rapture that now thrills thro! ev ry vein 5 ; 
This bliſsful moment well would over-pay 
Ages of forrow—Where haſt thou been hid? 

| What envious ſhade conceal' d thee from my view 
So long a time ?. and wherefore com t thou now ö 
In ſuch an humble character, to glean 
T hoſe very fields, which from thy father 8 hand V ö 


0 I erſt receiy d ? why didſt thou ; oop ſo low? SITE 7 


( 72) 

Oh! let me raiſe thee from this lowly ſtate, 
And put thee out of fickle fortune's reach: 
Let me, at the bleſt altar, call thee mine; 
And all the future ſtudy of my life, 
Shall be to make en a ſcene of bliſs, 


Lav | Excuſe the bluſhes which ver pred my cheek— 5 


Pardon the frank confeſſion, when I own. 
My heart, a a ful interceſſor, pleads 


Strongly 3 in your behal{—but, there's one care 


nn, That yet intrudes upon my wind- dear Fr 


And aged mother, now expects me home— 


Quick! let me fly to ſooth her troubled mind. 


Pal. che is my parent too—TII go with thee, 
And pour the happy tidings i in. her ear, 
Let this bleſt day to Joy be conſecrate ; 
And may each fair that hears our tory, 1 learn, 


That modeſt worth, without the arts of dreſs, 


Will ever captivate the human heart. 


IMIT ATE D 


33.3 


IMITATED frm PETRARCH. 


ne N ſeated on my verdant bank, 
Neigh which the ſtream ſoft murmuring flowe, 
Laving the reeds and oziers ok; 
Oh! how the ſcene recalls my former . 
Whene' er the cocetly tuneful notes 
Of woodland warblers groet my ear, 
Whilſt; in n the air r their muſic floats, 
Laura, methinks thy long-loſt v voice 1 hear. 
T ho' earth thy body may conceal, 
; Yet Heav' n muſt thy ſoul reveal: 
Hark. from afar what accents ical | 
Sweetly 0 er my raviſh d ſenſes— 
It ; is ber voice, which, all around, 
Still an holy calm diſpenſes. 1 
Ceaſe, ſhe cries, thy fruitleſs tears, 
All thy ſorrows are in vain; 


K 


Death 


Ww. .. 


( 74 ) 
Death has rais'd me up to life; 
Why ſhould you for me complain? 
Tho dull and cold my: breathleſs clay, 
My purer wii wings its ways 
'To regions of eternal day. 
Dear ſhady vales, congenial to my mind, 
Led to you by taſte refit d, : 
In your retreats, from noiſe and buſtle free, 
My fout enjoys its much- lov'd liberty. 
. thouſand loft receſſes here, 


Bear witneſs to my tender Gghs: : 


Accompany d by many a mournful tear, 


How often do I Laura 8 nate kepent, 


While echo from yon hill replies. | 


Bleſt aſylums | form'd for love— 


The morning field, the noon-tide grove, N 


The moſſy cave, the green alcove, 


| All, around, invite to love. 


Trembling. 


675 


Trembling, penſive, and alone, 


Often do 1 Laura ſeek— ; 
Haſh—methinks, in foften'd tone, 
1 hear the lovely charmer ſpeak, 0 e | 
Bleſt ſoul ! whoſe heav nly radiance lights, „„ e i 
With chearful beams my gloomy nights: "He | 
What thrilling cranſports do I feel ! | 
When o'er my ſoul you foftly teal, | 
And with your preſence glad * mental fight, i 
Oh death ! thoa tyrant! in one fata 1 hour, . e 5 5 4 


Thou didlt bereave me of my greateſt joy ; 
Proud of thy mighty and deſpotic pow' r, 
And envying human bliſs without alloy, 
Thou burſt 3 in under that too lender tie, 
That j. join d the virtuous foul and lovely form 


Of my dear charming Laura; and didſt make 


Her damaſk cheek a prey to' the dull. worm. 


Oh! Lam weary of each ſeene around; 


Im weary e'en of ie. Alas no more 
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Can I tafte pleaſure—the ſoft cheering ſound 

Of muſic, does but deeper make my wound. 

I better could endure the hollow roar 

Of raging via ot waves that beat the ſhore: 


Yet, ſometimes Laura pities my deſpair, 


: And glides acroſs the glade to my relief: 


Her heav ply bpirit, more than mortal fair, 


| Deigns to liſten to my grief; 1 


And ſooths each woe, and lishtens ey 7 care. | 


Oh! could wy falt ring accents tell 
What graces, what attractions dell. 

Tn my Laura 8 airy form ; ; 
| "would make the finty rock to > mourn, 
That ſhe was gone to that dread bourn, 


From which no traveller did er return. 


Gay zephyr comes, behold him bring, 
With flowr ets crown 'd, the Jaughing ſpring : 


h Hark! Progne warbles, Philomela fighs, | 


The ſmiling heavens now appear ſerene ; 4 


| Th 


("7-9 
The meads aſſume their variegated dyes, 
Deck'd with the cowſlip and the herbage green : 5 
Love re-animates the air, 
: The earth and fea his might declare, 5 
An creatures feel his for reign pow. 7 
And bleſs the kind, auſpicious hour. ; 
But ah! to me e this charming ſeaſon brings 
A ſad remembrance of the happy time, 
Wben pleaſure fan d me e with his Glken wings, 


And lore and j joy were in their fulleſt prime: : 


The roſy ſpring can but renew my fighs, : 
The fields which erſt a lovely verdure wore, 


Appear as barren defarts i in my eyes, 


All j Joy is loſt, for Laura „( OY 


4903 


JANUARY. 


C is the ſky, but piercing is we cold ; 


The ſheep are cloſely pent in the warm fold ; 


| The jficles hang, pendant, from the thatch z 
The wary houſewife faſtens down | the latch ; 


The toiling huſbandman his hatchet takes, 4 


- Fells the, thick underwood, and clears the brakes. 


O'e er the wide earth inclement winter reigns, 3 


5 And binds the torrent in his f 367 chains. =: 


_ The hind, in clogs, walks o'er the ice-pay'd ground, 


And echo marks his ieps with hollow ſound. 


The ſtarving poultry ſeek the ſhelt' ring wall, 


Or pick the crumbs that from the table fall. 


Ah! little think the gay, the great, and rich, 


What har dſhips NOW attend the b 3 : 


All 


99 3 

All night in ſome pcor hovel forc'd to lie, 
| Scarce cover'd from the keen inclement ſky : 

The piercing cold benumbs his ſhiv'ring frame, | 
Perhaps his wiſe and children ſhare the ſame ; 
And, pinch'd n with hunger almoſt Saad. 
The liſping infants cry. to him for bread. 

Hard fate! and will no breaſt with pity warm, 
And lead them to the hoſpitable farm ? 

Yes—ſee Benevolence invites them on, 

Reduc' d by want, flowly they crawl along. 

The houſemaid ſpreads the homely, plenteous | board; 
| By the warm fires their ſpirits are reſtor d; 

And whilſt they're ſhelter d from the filing ſnow, 


With lielictgratirade their boſoms glow. | 
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A H! will this chilling blaſt not ceaſe to blow ? 


Shall we not ſee the ſwiling ſpring again ? ? 
The ſun has ſcarcely pow'r to melt the ſnow, 
He ſhines upon the whiten'd fields in vain ; 
Till aided by the Rlling ſhow'rs of rain, 
Then melts the ice chat bound the rapid flood, 
| The ruſhing torrent overwhelms the plain, 15 
And wildly ranging, drenches many a rood 


of land, and tears up trees in his moſt angry mood. 


But ſoon retiring to his native bounds, 

His muddy waves in their own. channel run, 5 
Again the froſt has ſeie d the diy grounds, : 
And clear'd the miſty air—again the ſun 


Shines faintly, and the ploughman has begun 


To rip earth 8 boſom up with ſharpen' d ſhare— 
4 But long before his daily taſk f is done, 


Forc'd ” 


1 


Forc'd by the coldneſs of th' inclement air, 


He ſeeks the houſhold hearth, and quits awhile : his care, 


Thro' ev'ry chink whiſtles the northern blaſt, 

T ne fleecy flocks lie fleeping i in the fold, 
Each door and window now is latched faſt 
Huge fires are made to chaſe away the cold: 
The wily fake in winding volumes roll'd, 
Nigh froze to death, now quits his hidden. neſt, 
Upon the hearth his body to unfold, 

To thaw his ſpeckled back and burniſh' d creſt, 


When all the weary family | are e gone to reſt, 


* 


4 | 'P 0 N the mountain tops, the ſnow | 


Hard, and unmelted lies; „ 
'Fieroely the blut ring wind does blos, 


Inclement are the ſkies. 
L 


11 


Bot, yet, ſome marks of ſpring are ſeen, 
The blades of gras appear, 
The fields aſſume a lightiſh green, | 


And their new liv' ry wear. 


The laundry maid. er cloaths OS out, 


| Upon the hedge to dry ; ; 


The felling buds begin to ſprout, 


5 he twitt rg ſparrows Ay. 


The gardener to work i is got, 


He clips the growing thorn, 


The huſbandman now quits his cot, | 


Tis time to ſow the corn. 


Yer, is the ſky ot quite ſerene, 


The dark ning clouds band, 


The falling fleet chills the young green, 


'E he fierce wind drives the hail. 


HEP H ER D, tune thy | oaten reed, 
Lead thy harmleſs flock to feed, 
In the ily-dimpled mead. 


Hark! the tenants of the grove, F 
Sweetly finging, carol love: 


All the j joys of ſpring they prove. 


No more the win try tempeſts lour, 


The ſwelling clouds their fatneſs pour, 


Gently flls the genial mo. 


The turtle dove its ; mate has choſe, Fs. 


The burſting buds their leaves diſcloſe, = 


The violet blooms, and wild des- oe. 


Hark! hear you not the eucko fing, | 


The bladed corn begins to ſpring, 
The ſwallow, waken'd, tries his wing. 
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| Come hither come ; and with th e 


BB id > 


Each ſweet that waits upon the ſpring. 


N 


The roſy morning ſweetly dawns, 


The nimble deer and bounding fawns, - 


Sport and mY — the lawns. 


The noon- tide ſun begins to warm, : 


The poultry cackle round the farm, 


And the graſs- clad e, charm. 


Nature ſmiling, all looks gay, 
The catile graze, the lambkins play, 
And hail the near approach of May. 


MT A: avs 


1 AST E, laughing ha 1 ever Bays 


Daughter of Venus! Jo und May, 


The 


4 
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The toly morn, in orient hue, 
5 


$1 


Gilding fair the drops of dew, 
That lightly on the primroſe * 


Or fill the e yellow cl $ We 


SB: ot ot to + , 


| hs [the lowing herds TOY : 
Feeding in rich paſture ground ; 
Some, more wanton, ſport and play, 


Glad to lite thee gentle Lk 


Hark! the linnet and the thruſh, 
With tuneful warblings fl each buſh; 
e While the bot reſponſive note, $4.4 


Echos from the wood-lark's throat. 


The village maids, all neatly dreſt, i 


10 one more beauteous than the reſt 


Carry flow rs and garlands gay, 


And, iliog, « crown her Queen of May. 


The 85 bine 0 ſhepherd b 


| Aſſembled, meet them on the plains: 


6 


In quick ſucceſſion paſtimes run, 


Nor end but with the ſetting. ſun. 
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M E R R * * comes on apace, 
With leafy garland crown d; 


Laughing joy illumes bis face; 
His crook” . with ivy bend: 555 
In his train, the mower blythe, 


Singing careleſs, whets his ſcythe. 


Mark ! the ſun-burnt country laſs, 
Goes out to make the hay: 
See! ſhe ſpreads the new-mown | graſs 


To the bright "PONG of day. 


Glad 


89 3 
Glad to breathe her native air, 


Her mind's content, nor knows 4 a care. 


/ 5 Stript of their wool, the blythſome flocks, 


Along the valley run, 


Or heedleſs j jump among the ns 
And dare the noon- dy ſun: 


From crag to crag ett they 


Of hourly danger, ſkip and Play. 


Happy the man, who now retires, : 


And quits the noiſy. town, 


Rural Joy his breaſt inſpires, 


Each pleaſure ; is his own: 
On bim the vi ctues fwd file, 


Succeſſive ſports his time tas 


The joyous goldfnch, on the. ber. 


8 „  Sweetly tunes his org 


He hails the ſummer 3 in his . 


Nor fears he any wrong ; * 


EE 


Till perching on the lime-twig, he 
Vainly ſtruggles to get . 


Heſperus, now mounted high, 555 1 05 e 
With milder luſtre ſhines ; —_— 
In bopes to catch the ſealy fry, 
The anglers throw their lines: bk 
The radiant moon, ſerenely bright, 


Silvers o'er the clouds of night. 


3 8 


\ HE roſy morn comes ſmiling on, 
Op ning the gates of day, 
Thro which the chariot of the ſun, 


dd 


Darts many a flaming ray: 


Then inuing forth, he gains the a, 
Hi is fiery ſteeds impatient fly. 


Their 
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Their harneſs caſts ſo fierce a heat ; 
The ſun- burnt ſhepherd leads his flock 
| Under the ſhadow of a rock, 


To ſeek a cool retreat. 


Scorch d by the noon- day' J fervid blaze, 
The cattle panting lie; 

The herdſmman in the woody mare, 

F inds cov ring from the ſky: 

In filence huſh' d, e en toil ! is till, 

| No found | is heard but of the rill, 

That gently warbles down the dale : 

| No breath of air  Gighs thro! the boughs, 
No cooling zephyr ſoftly blows 
Along the duſty vale. 


But milder ev ning now draws nigh, 
Sol gilds the weſtern main, - 

The purple freaks bedeck the . 

5 The flocks feed on the plain; "OLE 
The hepherd on his pipe does play, T 


The milk-maid tunes her vocal lay, 4 


The 
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The nightingale reſponſive ſings. 
Fainter and fainter grows the light, 
The ſhades draw on, and dewy vi 


| Expands her ebon wings. 


(AY Plenty now bedecks 6 ſmiling ; plains, 


The yellow corn to ripen is begun, 


Arachne ſpreads. her network i in the ſun: - 


The hopes of harveſt glad the village ſwains. 5 
The obſerving eye may trace 


The marks of Joy in ev ry face. 


But ah q the low' ring clouds obſcure the a5, 


A thick” "ning darkneſs heav's ns ; face 0 erſpreads, | 


The cattle frighted upward turn their heads; ; 


P rom pole to pole the forked lightnings fly, 


The 


K 


The quick deſcending rain faſt pours, 


Loud the ene Rr roars. 


But ſoon the tranſient ſtorm i is paſt : away, 
Huſh' d is the thunder, « or at diſtance heard ; 
No more the herds are by the lightning | fea? d, 
Again the feather" 4 choir their plumes diſplay 
| The clouds diſperſe, the ſun appears, 
And the drooping landſeape cheats. 


Now, blazing forth, too warm bis rays ar are grown, 
5 We faint, ſcoreh! a by fierce Sirius raging heat, 
The tender graſs i is parch. d beneath our feet, 

The ſmiling verdure of the fields i is 5 gone, 
Scarce can the chearful ruſtic ſwain 


| Endure to work upon the plain, | 


Till ev'ning comes , in graver livery clad „ 
Then, when the ſun 3 is ſet, and ſky ſerene, | 
And duſky miſts veil the more diſtant ſcene, 
His labour lightens, for his heart | is lad, 

M 4 - "With 


( 92 ) 
With fickle on the plain, 


He reaps the yellow grain. 


The harveſt moon, broad riſing, lends him light; 
And tho the darker ev ning ſhades draw nigh, 

50 bricht and ſtar-beſpangled i is the ſky, 

He ceaſes not to work, although tis night, 
Aided by Lvna' 8 ſilver Yen... g 


That trembles on the neigbouring ſtream. 


„ E r Y A M D E n 


70 IS morn, and bark! the jocund hind, 
Whiſtles as he drives his team, 


The reapers haſte the ſheaves to bind, 
The riſing fon does gently gleam, 
And gilds the walnut tree that grows 


From out yon ruin d tow” *r, and ſpreads its boughs, 5 


Embrown' d 


\ 99. 7 
Embrown'd with age, along the moſs-grown wall: 
And overlooks the ſinking hall. 
Pil di in the cart the Gain brings home the corn, 
The eilig milk- maid meets him on the way, 
The ripen d ſheaves into the barn are born, 
The hinds begin to tune their harveſt lay; 
The country laſſes form the mazy dance, 


And ſprightly malic does their rural joy enhance. 


The geeſe into the ſtubble run, 

And gladly pick the leatter d grain, 
The ſportſman takes his dog and gun, 

And ſeeks the partridge on the plain; 
The faithful dog the, covey ſprings, 
They cleave the air, upborn on ſpeckled wings. 
The fallen leaves beſtrew the narrow lane, 8 

Or ſcatter d ruſſer 0 er the plain: 
The evening comes, chill and enwrapt in 8 
'Th' unwholeſome fog draws on the veil of night; 
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Her face, and deigns not to impart her light. 


No twinkling ſtar appears with friendly ray, 


To guide the weary traveller on his way. 


— 


o © T7 08 EK 


EE! day-light begins to appear; 5 


But the thick fog broods o'er the heath, 


And ſhortens the beams of | the ſun. 5 


Hark! the threſher i is got to work, 


You may hear the ftrokes of his gail; 5 
The owl, on a beam in the barn, A 

: Ceaſes to boot, and ſhuts her eyes: 0 
Whilſt the glad harbinger of day, 

The dunghill cock, crows loud and ſhrill, 
And wakes the N dairy maid. 


Behind the thick ning darkneſs, Luna ſhrouds 


Now 


(- 95 ) 
Now the ſun has diſperſt the mitt, 
And the robin begins to ling, 
Heard you not the ſound of the horn ? 
; Loud it echo 4 thro' the thick wood 5 
See! the hare ruſhes from the brake, 
1 And frighted ſcours faſt o'er the heath: 
The huntſmen clamorous purſue, 
The victim! is ſci d by the hounds. - 
The bright fun has withdrawn his rays, 
And veil d them behind a dark cloud ; 
The wind whiſtles thro' the trees, 73 
And ſtrips 1 chem of faded leaves: 
T he bare branches meet its force ; 
From the ſky faſt pours the rain, 
The herce wind drives it along; 
The foxes yell in che ſtorm; 
The traveller frighted ſtrays, 
He has loſt the beaten track, 
Dark night obſcures the hear ns, 


Chearleſs he roams o er the heath, 
M EE No 
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No ſheltering cottage near, 

A falſe light beguiles his ſteps, 
It leads him into a pit, 

He ſinks, the waters cloſe round, 


There i is none to ſare — he dies. 


FARK! the loud tempeſt. whiſtles thro” the rocks, 


Wind. hall and rain, united i in the ſtorm, 


Deaden the torrents roar; but, ſee! it comes, 
Proud ſwelling. and o erwhelms the peaceful plain; ; 


And ſpreads adreadful deluge 0 er the land. 


Good heav' ns | 1 what devaſtation does it make ! [ - 


The lowly cottage, and the rural farm, 


O' erturn 'd, are both deſtroy! d: The fleecy flock q 


Tir'd out with ſwimming, bleat ; alas! in yain, : 


Low underneath the wave their maſter lies, 


Cruſh'd 


OE TY 

Cruſh'd by the ruins of his fallen roof. | 
10 vain his helpleſs infants clung around ; 
They, with their fire, ſhar d the lame diſmal fate, 
The ebbing flood retires, but what a ſcene | 
Of horror now preſents itſelF to view 1 

; The broken walls cover d with dime and mud. 
The cattle hing dead, and cloſe beſide, 

The mutilated corpſe of ſome poor wretch, 


Who, "ſeaping from the ruins of his farm, 5 


e Had vainly trove againſt the torrents force. 


8 Let me not dwell upon ſo fad a theme: 


T7 I draw the dark” ning veil of night, and mark 

T he beauties of the ſky, where brilliant ſhine = 
The wilt fantaſtic meteors of the north, 
Darting acroſs the cloud- ring! d hemiſphere: 


: Now the embattled airy ſquadrons cloſe, 


Now part, now wheel, and toſs their radiant ſpears— 


= Oft have I view d with pleaſure the gay ſeene, "_ 


Till ſolemn midnight warn d n me to retire. 


N DECEMBER. 
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TE RN winter, with his iron hand, has {preas. ; 


Tue keen hoar froſt 0 er all the once gay fields; 
The ſnow o'er- -roofs the cottage and the thed ; 


Ne 0 varied beauties the wide proſpect yields. 


A he of pureſt white the plain adorns, 
The leafleſs oaks expand their flver d arms, 
: All froſt- beſpangled are the hedge-row thorns, 


The lowing cattle croud around the farms. 


| Out of the filent brake the woodcock ſprings, 
The keen- eyed ſportſman marks him as he flies, 
In 1 vain he cuts the air with ſleady wings, | 

P he thot o'ertakes him—ſee | he falls, he dies. 


— 


F rom yonder farm 1 hear the ſound of mirth, 


And gay rejotcing ſtrike upon my car, 
To- day they celebrate their Saviour's birth, 


The blazing fires the ſhiv'ring ruſtic chear. 
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> Plenty 
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Plenty has ſpread the hoſpitable board, 
The neighbours gather round, the feaſt to ſhare, 
While all the joys the ſeaſon can afford, 


Conſpite to chace away the thoughts of cate. 


The jocund catch, and merry glee go round, 
The aged matron tells a diſmal tale 
of ſheeted ghoſts that haunt the burial ground, 
All dreadful black: or. elſe as aſhes pale. 


Wonder ſo works upon the untaught mind, 
That all her auditors are ſeiz d with fear, 
They tremble at each hollow blaſt of wind, 


Start, and look back, at ey 5 noiſe they bert 


95 Nor you, ye gay, diſdain the lowly theme, 
I ſing of rural ſports and i innocence ; 
8 And tho | the pleaſures may but willing ſeem, 


| They're more than diflipation can diſpenſe. 


N. 


On 
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On Miſs At. 


N E day, : as from Idalian bow” rs, 


Gay Cupid roving ſtray d 
Along Candalia's vale; he ſaw 


. Eliza, | matchleſs maid J 


struck with her charms, the wanton god: 
Drew forth his ſharpeſt dart, 
F lew to her breaſt, and perching there, 


He thought to pierce her heart. 


A flken net her boſom deck d, 
In which, the God of love, 
With ready hand ſhe quick involy' d; 


In vain to fly he ſtrove. 
With all his art he try'd to move 
The fair to ſet him free— 


Here, take my quiver and my bow | * 


He cried; and wound like me. 


= 
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Think'ſt 
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Think'ſt thou, fond urchin! ſhe replied, 


I deem thy darts a prize? 


No- fir more certain ſhafts for me 


The 850 of wit t ſupplies. 


Yet will 1 clip thy wanton wings, | 


And bind thee with a chain; 


| 1 11 break thy darts, and lead thee like 


A captiye in my train. 


TER 


_ Then fay, what heart can cer r reſiſt. 


United pow. rs lo ftrong? 2 


Cupid attends upon her fieps, 5 


And wit dwells on | ber tongue. 


- 


To Mr. Warkrx, jun. on his ErpouR ANION. 


AIN would my youthful 3 ch Walker! ſoar 


Above her uſual ſphere, and fing thy praile ; 


( 102 ) 


But not ſuch praiſe as venal flattery gives 


To pomp and * pow'r. No—with the WF 


Of honeſt truth, in humble lines, T 1 write 


The c dictates of a heart unſtain d by vice. 


Inadequate are words e er to expreſs | 5 
My feelings; when, unfolded to the view, 
The planetary ſyſtem ſtruck my light: 
- Glorious, ſublime and aw ful! ! Fancy, wrapt, 
Thou ght it reality; ; and travell d o'er 
Th' immenſity of ſpace; and whilſt thy voice 
In cadence ſoft explain d the beauteous ſcene, 
Mcthought I heard the heav' ly virtues ſpeak; 
Fair ſcience, with religion in her hand, 
| Seem'd pointing out the road to happineſs: . 
Humility and bluſhing modeſty, 
With contemplation j Join 'd, compos'd the group. 
The heart, with ſenſibility endu'd, 


: Alone can tell, how loth from heights like theſe 
The foul to ſublunary obe links : : 


Put 


( 193 ) 
But yet, while rob'd in elemental droſs, 
She cannot Jong ſuſtain ſuch airy flights, 2 
Oh ! for the time, when from the bonds of = 
Loos' a by the ſtroke of that kind angel death, 
The ſpirit pure hall wing its glorious way | 
To realms of light ana life, there to behold | 
f Without a veil of clay to cloud the fight, 
The wond'rous works of goodneſs infinite. 
5 Happy the man! thrice happy! who, like thee, 
Remembers his Creator, in | the days 15 
85 When youth, and a too gay enticing world, 


Might ſooth and lure bim to forge his duty. 


Excuſe this warmth of praiſe, Iam unknown 
To thee. Scorn not t accept the humble ys, on 


Of one hs claims no merit from her verſe, 


| but that of giving modeſt worth its due. 


: Young as thyſelf, I dare to tread the paths 


Which lead us on to fame thro! virtue s temple. 
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CONTEMPLATION. 


Whilſt ſummer all its glories yields, 1 
And ſpreads: around a pleaſing bloom ; 'E 


Thus, while gay Nature ſmiles on all, 
Some calm, ſome cool retreat 1 I find; 
Or, underneath the Poplars tall, 


Shall eaten ſooth my mind. 


Then, i in deep embow ring ſhade, 
Where at my feet, in lovely hue, 
Fai air Nature 8 verdant carpet 8 ſpread, 


; Creation riſes to my view. = 


Throughout the whole, I ſee diſplay' d | 
The traits of an Almighty hand ! EE. 
4a” T his hand, which form- d the earth, has made 


The meaneſt reptile on the land. 


"HILST May, with radiance, cloaths the fields, 


And breathes a ſoft, a ſweet perfume ; 


The 


41 
The little warblers of the grove 
Attune their ſongs to his high praiſe ; ; 


All carol forth their Maker O love, 
Each plant, each herb, his pow r diſplays.“ * 


E. L 1 me, Camilla! why thoſe tears are ſhed! 


Why heaves thy boſom with that painful ſigh Z 
4 I read the cauſe; thy darling child i 1s dead, 


The yainly hop d for ſource of furure j j oy. 


Sweet innocent! ntimely v was s thy fate; 5 


80 the young bloom, nipt by inclement Kies, 


£ 


Like thee uprais'd its head with youth elate, 


And now, like thee, it fickens, Pines and dies, 
7 


* Theſe lines were wrote at fifteen years of age. 
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No more ſhalt thou, unconſcious of her Care, 
Sleep in thy mother's fond Rac nas Ty 


No more thy face the placid. mile ſhall-wer, | 


That huſh'd her fears and. filenc'd al: alarms. 


How often has ſhe hung, enamour'd, o'er 


T by yet unfolded, beauties, with delight N 


How of ten form'd the plans of virtuous lore, 


To teach thy 8 mind the . of e 


Vai ain were the plans, and furtive ev ry wiſh 


Wich kind maternal tenderneſs had made; = 


; Her n had denied to her that greateſt bliſs, 


And death bis f iron hand upon thee laid. 


Fave you not ſeen the gay e, (un, 
Shining 3 in heav'n n's"wide arch with Jambent blaze, : 


E. er yet he half bis daily courſe hath run, 9 


44 — 


7 Behind a thick? ning cloud withdraw bis rays? I 


3 7 n : 4 4 4 48 1 : #4 9 — 5 992 144 411 * 
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But ſoon, emerging from thi? envious veil, 


Ile burſts upon our eyes intenſely bright; 
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His beauties now more pure he does reveal, 


And gilds the radiant hemiſphere with light, "Hs 


80, from the cloud 3 death, the bobe hall rife. 8 
T © manſions of eternal reſt and peace; | 

And ſhare, high mounted o'er r the ſtarry Mics, = 
Tofinity of | Joys | chat ne 'er r ſhall ceaſe. 


A IL! happy village! Plenty's 8 ailing feat, 
My muſe ſhall find in thee her laſt retreat ; 


Pleas'd I look forward, to the bliſsful day, 

- And hope again to tune che rural lay 

Along thy pleaſant walks and verdant meads ; 43: 
| . 2 follow where bewitching fancy leade: Nt 
5 55 And whilſt I dwell upon the pleaſing chought, 


Each ſcene i is freſh into my mem ry brought; 1 
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of the neat cottage, where the chearful baia, | 


( 8 ) 


Each object riſes with a double charm ! 


ATI I fee the rural cot and farm: ee 
A mimic > garden blooms before the door, 


| Which, op ning, ſhews the ruddy brick-work door 


4 


Returning from his labour on the plain, 
Throws by bis cares; his children round him play 
And jocund laugh when they their fire ſurvey, 


Here the more buſy farm-yerd-greets wy debt, 


Where every object yields a new delight; 


| The full ſtor” d barn, the cow-houſe roof with reeds, 8 


The billing geeſe, the gobbling turkey 8 brood, LN 


74 C7 0 ny vg 


Fi rom whence the mother hen her young ones leads ; 


Run to the hand that brings their daily food. WED 4 
See, on | yon, wall, with pennons wide diſplay d. AT 


85 The favage t terror of che dove-houſe ſpreadi 


5 The mug” rous kite! 1 rapacious bir d of prey. | 


At whoſe fell voice the poultry. fled away 1% we fie! 0 
ok Now mot, and, dread example, nike d on high, 1 

T he harmleſs pigeons away in alk fly; 55 1 1 5 

es 
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Bleſt ſcenes | where all is innocence and eaſe ; 4: 


The village only boaſts ſuch charms as theſe. 
How often have I, at the cloſe of day, 

i . Acroſs the filent church-yard took my way; 5 

Pleas d o'er the humble graves, to caſt my eyes, 5 
; Where reſt alike the. fooliſh and the wiſe, 

No birth ſuperior claims a marble done; 


Or grandeur boaſts diſtintion not her own: 


The Wave remember d with a falling tear, 


Can only fhew the epitaph ſincere. | He. 
That riſing heap of earth points out to view 


The man to ev ry virtuous impulſe true! 


He Rill purſued religion 8 ſacred lore, 

And liv" d the friend and father of the poor : 35 
His virtues could not fave him from the tomb, 
He yields to death' IJ incxorable doom! 


The mighty monarch ſtrikes the fatal blow! 


His ſoul aſcends, and leaves its droſs below. | | 
Where yon rude ſeulptur d ſtone lifts up its head, 


The tender mother reſts among the dead 
5 In 
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In the cold boſom of the earth ſhe ſleeps, 
While, o'er her aſhes, filial duty weeps. 
On that broad ſpreading tomb no tears' are ſhed ; 


e 


3 When, 0 er r the land, the waves her golden. vipg: 
Plenty, exultant, meets the beauteous queen: 


1 Care ſmooths his + brow, and d labour ſmiles ſerene. : 


For there old Gripus reſts his fortlid head; 
The Qtarving wretch. was ne'er by him ben a4. 
His nigga rd hand the ſmalleſt boon: deny'd: 
Now all his riches, gain d with 00 much care, : 
Are ſquander d by his wild and ſpendthrift heir. 
Too long I ve dwelt upon the ſolemn feene, nh 
The ſounds of mirth invite me to the green: : 
T he village tribe have form a the Jocund ring, K 
And gayly, round the may- pole, dance and ſing: 
The ruddy milk-maid, ſprightlieſt of the train, "a 
Whoſe roſy. cheek had fir'd each ruſtic lain, 
Leads up the chearful band; hilt laughing 3 joy. 
| Brightens each face, and beams | in ev ry eye. 170 
Such are the bleſſings which from commerce be. 5 


Hail. 
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Hail! thou firſt parent of the lib' ral arts! 
Whoſe look benign, a gen ral 5 joy imparts/! | 
| Thou triend to Britain! at whoſe kind command 
The peopled. cities riſe and crown the land: 
Whoſe voice, more pow ful far chan Amphion 8 hre, 
Bids ſtately ; domes and palaces aſpire 
To touch the clouds, nor thinks it baſe or mean 
'To raiſe the humble cottage on the green : 15 
Without thy aid our country ne er had ſail d; 
But mou rn d, A rude uoeultivated wild 
5 0 ergrown with woods, retreats for beaſts of prey, 
Or ſavage men, more barb? rous ; ill than they: 
; Where now. the ſhepherd tends his fleecy charge, 
There the fell britled boar had roam d at large; | 
No lovely cottage in the vale had good, 
But, in its ſtead, the adder 8 ſcaly brood; 
Or hiſſing ſnakes had rais'd their venom 4 beade, 


5 j And wolves rang d fearleſ: where the village ſpreads. 
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